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Author's Notes: 
Happy Christmas, Hector. | hope | got this right-I always get so damn nervous writing a new character for the 
first time! 


Short but sweet. Enjoy! 


Mie High 


"Hey, thanks for doing this, man" 


"No problem old bean. Know what it's like, pain in the ‘kin arse when your licence is up for renewal, right? 


Keeping the hours up just pootling around the sky for a bit - boring as hell on your own And not like | was 


doing anything this weekend anyway. Which reminds me--" 


Tico continued with his pre-flight checks, and allowed the Nicko-chatter to wash over him. No surprise that 
they were such good friends, really: Nicko liked to talk, he liked to listen 


There were other things, of course. Both drummers, both with the same passion for flying, both in the same 


geographic location - and of course, both with an occasional penchant for banging another guy. 

Perfect, really. 

Tico tuned back in to Radio Nicko. 

"-- so you about done with the pre-flight checks then? Nice little machine this one, Piper PA-44 Seminole, 
yeah? Practically flies herself. ‘Ere, why do you think planes are always female? Like boats really. Ships. Hal But 
not the weather, although that's a bitch as often as any mechanical beast is. Why is that, d'you think? 


Speaking of weather, | love this part of the world, beats the crap out of trying to get any air time in the 
bloody UK--" 


And then tuned right back out again while he concentrated on talking to the tower and getting them away. He 
knew that when he needed him to be Nicko would be as professional as anything, able to navigate a course as 
skilfully as he played his kit, updating air traffic control in crisp clear tones a world away from his cheerful, 

London-accented rambling. 


It was another one of the things Tico loved about him. 


Takeoff was smooth and the little plane was soon climbing to her cruising altitude, the drone of the engine 
acting as a steady backdrop to Nicko's rambling. 


He knew he was in trouble when he realised that his co-pilot had gone quiet. Sneaking a quick look sideways, he 
almost groaned when he saw himself being regarded with a big-ass grin; Nicko only looked like that if he was 
up to no good. Or was planning to be up to no good, whichever. And ‘up to no good' in Tico's plane twenty 
thousand feet up was not very clever, in Tico's considered opinion, no matter what Nicko thought. 

"This seat slides back a really long way," said Nicko. "Look" 

Tico concentrated very hard on a cloud several miles away. 

"And your aeroplane," added Nicko, "has an awfully good autopilot." 


He couldn't possibly be suggesting-- 


A glance across indicated that yes, Nicko was indeed suggesting what Tico thought, and had unbuckled his belt, 
slid the seat back and was directing a very naughty grin indeed at the pilot whilst stroking his hand across his 


crotch. The bulge in his crotch, actually. 
"Bad idea, Nick." 


"Oh, c'mon Teek old man. Don't be so damn stuffy. Plenty of room and you can even face forward and keep an 


eye on the sky to make sure we don't bump into anything!" 
"No, Nicko. It's probably illegal, anyway.” 


"Nobody up here to see us, mate. And we're on a private channel so nobody can hear us, and you can't knock 
the autopilot off from here, I've checked. Come on, you can't tell me you've never wanted to screw in the 


front seat of your own plane? The mile high club platinum edition, no mucking about with cramped bogs here!" 
"No" 

Nicko grinned, then got a sly expression on that broad, usually-honest face. 

"| bet Jon would do it." 

Tico groaned. 

"| know Bruce has done it" 


He was going to lose the argument. He knew it, Nicko knew it, but somehow it was a point of pride to hold out 
for as long as possible. So he ground his teeth, ignored the erection trying to claw its way out through the 
front of his jeans, and tried really really hard to focus on pointing his plane at the horizon Even though it was 
doing a very nice job of that all on its own. 


Christ. And now one of those broad hands was sliding along his thigh, squeezing the muscle, warming the worn 
denim with the contact. Up to where his shirt lay against the waistband, under the soft cotton and against his 
belt.. and bingo, just a brush of hard, calloused fingers against his skin and fine, he didn't care if they grounded 
him forever they were going to fuck. And fuck now. And fuck hard, and he was never, ever going to forgive 


Nicko for this. 


He left his own headset on - Nicko had switched his off and tossed it on to the seat behind him - but made 
damn sure that he wasn't on any channel that might reach any air traffic controller between here and 
Timbuctu. He could imagine just what the court papers would look like, and -- 


His thoughts grumbled on in the back of his head and got thoroughly ignored as he twisted his body across 
and kissed Nicko hard, one hand tangling in his hair and forcing the other man's head still. He could feel the 
grin, the nimble fingers making short of belt and buttons on his jeans. How the hell someone so big could be so 


fast was oh SHT Niko do that again! 


The fact that Nicko had a small tube of lube in his pocket was not lost on the smaller man; his friend must 
have been planning this from the first moment he'd called and suggested this trip. Calculating bastard! 


Before he could say a word, however, his jeans and underwear were round his knees and he was in Nicko's lap, 
thighs spread, fingernails making dents in the Piper's dashboard. Those big fingers found their way inside him 
and he groaned; fuck, but from this angle he could see forever, the plane almost lost as his field of vision 


contracted with pleasure. This must be what screwing in Heaven is like... 


And when he was pulled - oh, all too slowly - down on that thick, hard cock he couldn't even make a sound, so 
intense was the feeling. Like vertigo, like falling but from so high it was flying, skimming the clouds and up to 
soar like eagles while their bodies joined and he could hear the faint bellows from behind him, not quite 
drowned out by the roar of the engines. 


Warm slick hand round his cock, solid arm round his waist and hot breath on his back, cool on the sweat that 
sprang to soak his shirt. Braced against the floor and the dashboard, the little plane surfing the currents of 
air with little more than a shudder, his ass pounding against heat and hard throb of flesh. Sky and sun and the 
tremble of air against his cheek from the engine noise and smell of the cockpit and smell of sex and lights 
going off behind his eyes-- 


Tico came, shoving himself against Nicko's groin and rewarded by a holler loud enough to be deafening even 
through the headset and the ambient white noise of the flight. Sticky wetness splashed up, over his shirt and 
across the screen, running down to drip across the controls and stain the fascia, a quiet corner of his mind 
hoped like hell that it wouldn't get in and cause some damage back there. Try explaining that one to the 


accident investigators - or the maintenance crew, come to that. 


Tico slumped, breathing hard, aware of nothing but the body around him, in him, holding him close and yes, the 
bastard was chuckling away. No doubt he thought that his naughty little scheme had worked, and.. 


"November niner two zero eight Quebec, say again? Are you in trouble, over?" 

Oh, shit 

Tico scrambled out of Nicko's lap and into his own seat, yanked up his jeans and tried to buckle his belt while 
he assured the tower that yes, he was fine, no, nothing unusual happening up here and they were on a course 


of.. er... 


Nicko's voice chimed in, perfectly cool, and advised the concerned tones of the controller what their course and 


heading were, and gave an updated ETA. 
"And it's a beautiful day for flying up here, too," he added with a huge grin 


Tico tried to shoot him a dirty look, but had to smile; if the controller could see him she wouldn't be sounding 


so calm with her responses. There was Nicko, sprawled in his seat with a huge well-fucked grin on his face, 


hair mussed and headset askew - and softening cock still projecting out of his open jeans, all shiny with lube 


and semen. 


He gave it a wave at Tico, then burst out into one of his huge guffaws when he shook his head, and hid his 
face in his hands. 


One day the mad bastard was going to get them killed. But - and for this he was really grateful, he thought as 


he leaned across and captured that wicked, yapping, laughing mouth in a long, sweet kiss - not today. 
The Piper flew on across the blue arch of Heaven, and even the engines sounded satisfied. 


~~Fin 


